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LETTER XIL

CAMP SCENES,

ANXIOUR FOR A BATTLE—PROGRESS IN DRILL-
ING—A FAISE ALAEM—FELLING A FOREST.
JOB CAETWRIGHT GETS A LESSON.

Camp LiNooLY, ARLINGTON llmn-r-s,}
Oct. 18,
EAREST MOTHER:
Aftersupperon theday
succceding the tent-
raising experiences |
parrated in my letter
of a weeck ago, the
Bine Jay Mess was sit-
ting around a little fire
iu frout of our teut,
putting in the time
before “tattoo” ac-
cording to the various
tastes of its members,
I was poring overa leaf
in my dismembered al-
gebra. Lan Green was
deep in the perusal of
s rvecent number of
the Christian Adcocate,
which some religious visitor had Jeft in camp,

Herman wes sewing om some buttons which

bad yieided to the strain of the last few days.

Quin, who was never guiet or peacclul, except

when smoking or sleeping, was apparently

putting all bis energies into producing & stench
with & short clay pipe that would drive s dog
out of & tanyard. Cad Briggs and Webster

Daliss were talkivg topether in low tones

abeut the brickwork, the farmes, the fields, the

crops, and the poople of their neighborbood—a
subjeet which they never secmned to exhaust or
to lose interest in, whatever might bappen. Job

Ourtwright, who had secored & new pack of

cards to replace those destroyed by the rain, |

bad. alter vainly trying to get some of us to play
with bhim, settled down to a gawe of solitaire |
on his folded blanket, and was grumbling and
swearing to himsclf becagse “the dumbed
thing wonlda't come cut right.”

At last Job became disgusted with his ill- |
loek, bunched the cards togethier, throst them

| plimented us Lighly.

Tue Loxc Roui
foto his blouse pocket, flung his blanket into
the tent, and turned sround to the rest with
the remark :

“Well, I #'pose the next kink in our etring
will be a fight with the Secessioniste.”

"1 kess dat’e what dey prought us ofer into
Firgivy for,” said Hermau, quietly, biting off
his thread

“IUll bea foight or & fut-rece” put in Quin
sententiously, O spake wid
thst'd jist
toward Faufux & few moiles thicker'n bees,
For wan, Oi'd loike to tzke a stroll out in that
direction an' say thim.”

& nagur today

CUIne IR, an Le sex lhl:_\"rl; oul there

*Bo would 1" ssid Job; *an'the sooner the
better
wild yebel
inguiriu’ why we woz so modest "bout makin’
the soguaintanee o' the Virginians. He sez

thst if we dou't intend to be soshb]l with 'em |

we'd Lotter come home an’ ten' to our business,
‘stid o' wastin' our time, an’ eatin’ up the Gov-
erument's grob, s-dein’ nothin'”

“I'm sure 1 want the battle to eome as guick-
Iy 8 posnible,” I said. "1 dread it, but 1 dread
the suspeuss more. ] want the thiog over, uud
o know my fate,”

“1 bave po lmputience,” said Lan quietly,
“1 feel that all this is the Providence of God,
who bolds pations in the hollow of His hand.
I am bere subject to His will and pleasure, and
sball awsit it paticutly.”

“0O bother,” said Job crossly. “The Lord
ain’t got soythiog o do with this war, or he
would bring it to & focus iu short meter. Diye
#'pose that if He was in command we'd be
Sinkerin’ ‘round esmp forever? Not much,
Mury Aun. I've resd all "bout them wars jn
the Bible that He conducted. They didu’t fool
'round Jeurnin’ tactics and Reggerlashns, but
®ll got wp an’ went for the dumbed heathens
ruughsbod, with whatever they ocould lay
their bavds on-—swords, spears, slings, rocks,
peblles, bows and arrows, rams’ horns, lanterus,
pitchers, el scttery, O gich is the kingdom o
beaven, 1 believe. That's the kind o fightin’
we ought o do. An’ how they did clean up
their work, too! Didu't leave & man to tel)
the tale, sometimes. That's the way the Lord
conducted & war. ] wish there was a little
more o the spirit o’ the Lord in our fellows,
"stid o’ 8o much tuctics and tomfoolery,”

“1t's Lher siuse o' this couvinshu,” said Quip,

{ the constant labor toward perfecting ourselves

| and is even more sustere with the officers than

| Martial, and Vogelsong in the Quartermaster’s
| Department at Washington.
| band, Ezra Grimsted has devoted himself in

{ to make over our clothes until they fit us very

| perfectly neat, g0 that we are conceded to be

| toward compensating us for the incessant labor

I'm gittin’ anxious for the gight of a l
1got s letter from father to-day |

with the air of a chairman, “thot the war
ought 1o be vigorously prosecuted.”

“Yes," T added; “aud Prosident Lincoln
expects great things of this regiment.”

“That he docs,” chimed in Job; “an' the
Blue Jay Mess proposes to cover itself with
glory.”

“Tattoo” sounded and we went to bed to
dream of battle and carnage, but the reveille
next morning woko us to another day of hard
work at drills and esmp duties; and so did the
next, and the next, for a woek, until we became
more confirmed than ever in our opinion that
we had come down here for almost everything

clse than fighting.

We are, afterall, not so badly off ns comeother |
regimonts, For miles to the right and left ws l
can fee men by thousands working with pick, |
shovel and wheelbarrow, throwing up great !
embankments for forts—precisely as yon have
seon gangs at work building railronds. We |
have not been set atany of this degrading work
yet, but are in honrly dread of an order to take |
our turn at it.
he, for one, will not do any intrenching.

“It isn’t work for white men an’ soljors,”
he said, “bat for niggers. Let
niggers st it, We'll fight for em; lot ‘em dig
for us. The Government can git all they want
of "em for a dollar a day, Wasbhington's full
of 'em. T'll bot there's a clear million of them
blessed contrabands in the city now, with more
comin’ in by every road. 1 didn’t enlist to
grub and dig. and dumbed if I'm goin’ to,”

Undoubtedly we are becoming very sol-
dierly under the incessant driving of Col. Sat-
terlee. It would be strange if weo did not, with

which he imposes upon us. The drift of public
opinion in the regiment coincides with Job's
view thst the bigger part of the drill and
rouline is “dumbed tomfoolery,” but all the
same, we are taking ao increasing pride and
interest in doing things according to the strict
letter of the Tactics and the Regnlations.
Strange ; I had never even heard of those two
books six months ago, and yet to-day they seem
to be the two most important volumes ever
written. At this rate ] shall soon get to think-
ing with Col, Satterlee that they are tho begin-
ning and end of wisdowm,

The feeling toward the Colonel is changed a
little for the betwer. He is as harsh and arbi-
trary as ever, but he is no respecter of persons,

with the privates. The Quartermaster and
Commissary, particularly, stand in dread of
his finding somothing amiss in their supplies of
food and clothing, for he iz sure to rate them
unmercifully for any shoricoming.

Capt. Wardell and Lieunt. Vogelsong speodily
found the atmosphere around camp uncongenial
to their sennitive natures, and have succeeded
in getting detailed away—Wardell on a Court-
On the other
his quiet, studious way, to the acquirement of
knowledge of his duties. He still manages the
company in the same pleasant, gentls manner
that bhe conducted the class in mathematics,

Job vows that come what may, l

sel the ,

but we are all very fond of bim, and even Col,
Batterlee bas paid him u grudging eompliment
or two before the company, We still wear the
coarse clothes that were originally issued to us,
but Col, Satterlec has scen that we were pro-
vided with everything that the Regulations
prescribe, and by his order tailors were detailed

well. Then he required that we keep them

' down the line, repeating the performunce with

one of the best-dressed, as well as best-drilled, I
regiments in the army., Our drew-parades |
are frequently attended by great crowds of
people from Washington, in which are Sena-
tors, Representatives and distinguished officials,
with their wives and dsughters, Gen. Me-
Clellan was present at ous recently, and com-
Even the soldiers from

| mrms and erawled into our blankets,

the other regiments come out to see us drill
and parade, sod say that we do * almost as well
as the MHegulars,” which goes a good ways

imposed upon s,

Bot we all fecl that this is not what we came
out for, and get impatient for the real business
of the war to begin. When do you imagine
that will be? Are vou not intolerably weary
of the tiresome “ Allquiet along the Potomac 7"

“Why dou’t the Ariy of the Potomac move t
everybody asks scores of times each day. That
all-important event does not seem any nearer
than when we left Coliosh,

My pride in my gun still eontinues. In spite
of & sugpicion that there §s too much truth in

| Job's denunciation of the manual as * a1l Jumb-

ed tomfoolery,” I practice at it industriously,
and s considered ane of the best-diilied men
in the regiment. Twice recontly st guard.

| mounting, I have heen selected as the neatest

man in the detail, sud have been put on

Orderly duty at the Colonel’s headguarters, T |
| should like to become 4 good marksman, too,

and if weever get the rifles we are promised 1
shall try my best to beeome a sharpshooter,
Last night toward miduight there was a tor-
rible clatter of the drums sond fifes sounding
the “long-roll,” Ezra Grimsted and Burt Cou-

| mers flew fromw tent to tent shouting:

“Fall in, Co. A1

Instantly all was commotion. T sprang up
aud isto wmy trouscrs and shoes. 1 did not
wall 1o put on anything elee bot my bolts,
spatebed up my guy, and formed into live with
Job mnd the rest of the boys, who were in all
atagres of undress und excitement. In ancther
winute the company was marched to the parade
ground at the doubleguick, and formed in line
of battle on the farther side. The other com-
panies came up on the ran, and formed on our
left, Fires were blazing near us, and Lhe drum-
mers and fifers were going it like pailors work-
iug by the piece, which added to the excile-
meunl,

The night was quite dark and tho air piere-
ingly eold, lshivered as I held my gun tightly
and strained my eyes in trying to pierce the
blackvess and discover the enemy.

“Where are the robels?” 1 whispered to
Juob,

“1 don't kuow; I ean't see none,” he an-
swered, “Why in thuuder don't the dumbed
fools give us some curtridges, if we're goin’ to
fight? Do they expect us to jub ‘em with our
bayoncts? 1'm goin’ to put mine ou, 80's Lo
be ready.”

We all fixed bayonets and stood thore trem-
bling with cold sud excitement, expecting every
minute Lo be erderad to charge forward upon
massed encwics hidden in the bank of inky
darkness,

1 overbesrd Lau sayiog in & low tone:

“ Blessed be God, who teaches my fingers to
war aud my hands to fight.”

The Colonel rode up.

“Lieutensut,"” said he to Ezra, “bhow many
men have you in ranks?”

“We had 92 at roll-call, sir, and I think they
are all hore, I can tell you in & moment. At

| regiment composed of lumbermen,
| hud been given the work of clearing the timber
{ from the hills in front of them,
| terday and the greater part of to-day we counld

| until they're just ready to fall.
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“TO CARE FOR HIM WHO HAS BORNE THE BATTLE AND FOR HIS WIDOW AND ORPHANS."
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Puck's principal eartoon last week represented a gluttonous G.A.R. man seated at the table of the Nation’s prosperity, and greedily de-

vouring all the good things upon it

from which they slone sre exciuded.

The true pleture would show that the valor and sacrifices of the soldiers prepured a fat feast in this
eountry for all the other peaple of this earth,

tention, Company A! Front and rear ranks
count off in whole pumbers. Count!”

“Ome” “two,” “three,” * four,” and 8o on
rolled down each rank, and Second Serg't Susll
baker, on the left of the company, and Corp'l
Truckham bebind bim, shouted 46 at the same
moment,

“There are 92, nir,” said
“They are sll here.”

"Vary good,” answored the Colonel, aud rode

Ezra, saluting.

each company. When Co, B reported he rode
back to the center, and sald in a loud voice

“There is no onemy, men, aad no dapger of
an attack. I merely did this to see how quickly

ou eould get ot in cuso of & night alarm,
{'uu have done fairly to-night, but you must
do better next time, You can go back to your !
guarters now.”

Great Nova Zembla! how eold it did get all
of u sudden, when we found there was no dane.
ger to be eonfronted. My testh metuslly ehut-
tered as we marched back to our tents, stacked

“1f I ketch my death o' eold from this shirt-
tail dress.parade,” grumbled Job, as he pulled
the blunkcta nronnd him, “I'll haut that
dumbed old Colonel. He'll got sick o' my pale
ghost settin’ ‘round bhis bed o' nights barkin'
up my lungs.”

Eaocamped to the right of us was a Maine
To them

All day yes-

hear thelr axes ringing in the clear, frosty alr,
s we marched buck and forth on compuny nud
battalion drill. Very singularly, though, there
was neither sight nor sound of falling trees.

“Dumbed sing'l'r!" said Job, ns we stopt,
fucing the woods, while drilling ax a regiment,
to rest o few minutes. "“There's Liu choppin’
enough to make the whole State of Virginny
into cordwood, an’ there's not & tree down,”

“Those Maine mon,” said the Adjutant, in
an explanntory tone, as he rode along the front
of the regiment, “are up to an old lumbering
trick. They've cut all those trees over there
Now they'll
come ot on this side, give 8 few strokoes to
some of the trees, and Lthe whole forest will go
down, It be a sight worth seeing.”

I looked up nod down the long ridge wpon
which we wae standing. For two or threo
miles on either pide of us it was filled with
regiments standing in  line like ourselves
walehing the wouds,

A canoun boomed out from a fort a mile to
our right. It was anwered by o bogle at the
edge ol the woods, and the Maine men came
ropning vul from nmong the trees, with nxes
in their haude, and deployed along the edge of
the timbor. The bugle rang out again, and
they all raised their axes, Then ashrill whistle
sounded, and each man sank bis ax iuto the
tree by which he stood. It quivered to the

FeELLING A Forgsr.

tops of the spreading branches, and with
s crash toppled against its neighbors, There
wis & ripple of fulling trees, then a mighty
wave of surging groen swepternshing ovor the
hilltops, and the earth trembled ns every tree
fell prostrate.

For an ijnstant our breath was taken away,
and then we joined in the great cheer that
rolled down from Lhe right,

“That’'s the way we'll tumble down their
dumbed old Bouthorn Conthieveracy,” re-
murked Job Curtwright,

“You're right, my man,” said the Colonel,
who, sitting on his horse, overheard the words,

One of Job Cartwright's peculiarities is his
fmiau for betting, He waunts to bet on every-
hing over which there can be u difference of
opinion, from which of two rain-drops trick-

ground first, to which eompany will have the
most killed in the firgt battle. He made a bet
the other day with one of Co. II's boys that the
Colonel would blister one of our company be-
fore oue of Co, BB, and won it by being himaell
sot to work digging a diteh for appearing at
guard.mount with his shoes unblacked,

His gumbling propousity worrica Lan Gireen
greatly,  To spite of the two boing as diferent
a8 cucnmbers and plek’ss, and in spito of their
frequent squabblos, the cwo aro réally vory fond
of ene another. Lag's piety I8 of the activo,
missionury form, that lvads him to try contin-
vally to sive the souls of those nround bim, and
espocially Job's, Heo ls sure that the feet of

! the gambler lay hold on hell, and i8 not slow to

muontion this beliof to Job, who always answers
impatiently :
* ), bosh ! bosh)

yo!

All dombed besh, 1 tell
It's no wus nor @ borse-trade, I put my
Mz

{
o W
\l i

“Twesty Rousns”

judpgment agin' anolher feller's. I mine's
better'n his he pags the price o' superior
schoolin' an’ geta learuin’ to the wvalue o' his
money. He'll know bettor next time,”

Job got a little of this kind of *learnin'”
yesterday himself. After we were dismissed
frowm battalion drill, we of the Blue Jay Mess
wandered over into the camp of u Rhode Island
regiment, and cume toa group gathered around
a chuck-a-luck board. OF coursse Job began
betting at once, nnd had fuirly good luek, Near
him wasa green-lookiug boy deeply intent npon
the game. An old-fashioned leather pocket.
book protroded o little ways from his panta-
loons i ket, Anothier Iarmor looking Imy
ciulled Job's stiention to the pocket-book with
a nudge, and winked at all of us. Job winked
encourngingly: the second farmer-boy slipped
the pockot-book out without apparently at-
tructing the mnotice of the first, opoened it, un-
winding the long strap with difliculty, much
to our amusement, snd found a silver quarter,
which he showed to the redt of s, winked
again very kuowingly, took it out, shut up the
poeket-book apein, nd restored it to its place
in the poeketof Iy owner, who ssenied entirely
unconscious of the by-play. Then the sccond
smnrt second boy tapped she first on the shoul-
der wnd srids

“Seo o here, comepde, if yon ain’t careful
you'll lose your pockef-book ; it's stickin’ 'way
0“[.”

“That's all right)! ssid the owner, shoving
the pocket-hook baek,” T wouldn't lose any-
thing if I lost it, for there ain't nothin’ in it.
Yes, there is, too, There's a silver quarter in
it. But I can't lose that. 've had it teo long,
Old Uncle Jake Harpstor give me that the day
I enlisted nt Pawcatuck, an' I've earried it from
Pawentuck to Eust Greenwich, and from East
Gresnwich to Providense, and from Providence
to Aunnupolis, and from Annapolis to Washiog-
ton, an’ never lost it once. No, 1 can’t lose
that ero gquarter.”

“Well, I'l jest bot you've lost it,"” sxid the
second farmer boy, winking at the rest of us,
L th’ hain't got nary gearter in that pocket-
book,

“You'll bet, will ye?" said the first boy,
rising tounimation, * Well, I'll jest go yoany-
thing ye like, smarty, thut 've got a silver
quurter right 'ere in this 'ere pockot-book,
Put up or shat up,”

*1 hain't got no money,” suid the second, in
gome confusion ; * but 1'll—"

“Here, I'l] jost take that het” exelaimed
Job, laying n bill down, * Here's wot says you
hain't got no silver quarter in that pocket-
bhook."”

The fellow planked down a $10 bill, pulled
out the pocket-book, unwrapped its strap, and
from its recesses produced another silver qaar-
ter. He grabbed ap bis stakes and he and his
accomplico disnppeared, while the by-standing
Rhode Islunders set up & yell of “another

ling down tho side of the teut will reach the

sucker ecaught!”
Your loving son, TrAcy.

LETTER XIII.

ORDERED T0 MOVE.

EXCITEMENT IN CAMP—"TWO DAYH RATIONS
AND 20 ROUNDS OF CARTRIDGES "—AXTICL-
PATIONS OF THE MORROW,

Camr LiNcoLy, AvranaroNy Hiaurs, )

Oct. 30, 1861, |

Dearest Movi: I ean write only a fow
lines, for all arons ! s Lostle and sxcitement

At droess-parnde this evening an orddr was read

for us to draw and cook two days’ rations aud

be rewly to strike teuts at 8 o'clock to-morrow
morning. ‘The order further said that as our

march wonld probably take us into the vicinity !

ol positionus occupied by the enemy, 20 rounds of
cartridges wounld be issuad to each man, which
we must arrange in our boxes ready for use.
Should we ancounter any body of the enemy
weo were trged to bebave with the ntmost cool-
noss and steadiness; not to allow oursalves to
be disturbed by unusual noisesor fierce yelling,
or threatesing movements of the ensmy, but to
pay sttentiou only to the commands of our
otheers,

We wore in a state of mind as we hroka
muks after the parade was dismissed, Atv last,
at last, the long-looked for day is at hand,
when we shall meet the enemy *iu battle
array.” Iat first felt a sinking of the heart
at the dreadful possibilities; but that feeling
Las measurably pussed away, and in itsstead has
como an inlense expectancey-—almost an enger-
ness-—to have tho ordeal come off. How 1 wish
that it were all over aud I entirely unharmed,
There flit through my mind DBrutus's words
before the battle of Pharsalin:

O that man might know
The end of this day’s bostuess ere it come.
But it sufticeth that the day will end,
Aud then tha end s known,

When the call for supper eame I had no ap-
petite. 1 could think of nothing but the mor-
row, Would its evening sco me alive and well,
approved ns a good soldier or disgricced by foar
that I could mnot control, or would I be & man-
gled corpse—a part of the clay npon which my
cotitivles would piteh their tents?

Yet I was afraid to atay from supper, lest the
others wonld think me so frightenod that 1
could not eat. I wont up and ok my cup of

N 4
L N/ 4
a-y'}

coffee and plate of moat and potatoes, and sat
down a little apart from the rest, protending
to eat. Lan Green came and sat down besideo
meo, I noticed that he had as little relish for
the food as 1 had,

“Do you dread to-morrow, Lan?” I asked.

“1 do not exactly dread it, I think,” he an-
swored, slowl¥ and thoughtfully, *“I try to
have that faith in God which will prevent my
dreading anything. Whateyor is, or comes to
pass, must bo according to His will and wis-
dom, and 1 should rejoice in it, But I ear-
nostly wish that I knew it would be well with
all of us by this time to-morrow evening.”

“ Here, you fellers,” ealled out Job, “ Yon
ain’t eatin’ nothin’. Don't let excitement get
away with your appertites. Eat hearty, fer
yo'll need all your strength to-morrow, an’ I
don’t want none ¢’ the Blue Jays playin’' out
from weakness,”

We tried to follow his injunctions, but a eup
of coffeo and & mouthful of bread were all that
I could force down, I went tothe gunstack
aud took out my gun, 1 had cleanod ib caxes

fully doring the day—ns was my custom every
day—but now [ went over it again, that there
might be no ehanee of its filing to do the best
possible in my hands, After 1 had swabbed
out the Inside with woolen rags, until 1t was
almost na bright ns the outside, I pisked out
the tuba with & pin vutil I was sure there was
not an atam of dust in it, and covered it with
an oiled rag, apon which I shuat the hauwimer.
I closed the muzzle with a wooden tompion,
around which I wrapt n picea of paper, 50 48 to
make it certain no woisture could enter. A
wagon drove by and lelt sowe heavy square
boxes on the ground,

“Allof you came up and get vonr eartridges,”
called out Burt Conners, farcing a 1id off one of
the boxes with an ax. Two little packages
done up in brown papéer were handed me. 1
opened them with curiosity. Each contained
10 cartridges and 12 caps. 1 examined tho
cartridges with interest, Each held a large
chargo of powder, with a biw. round ball and
three smull oness. 1 folt o thirill of satisfaction
at having such am engine of destruction to
lanch at the enemies of my country.

“Looks like a terrible thing to shoot at a
human being, don's it?" remarked Lan, stody-
ing a cartridge which lay in his hand. * Seams
as if it wonld tear him all to picees if it struck
him fairly.”

“It wonld be a stiff dose for a rebal if youn
could give it to bim in the right way,” com-
mented Job., *“Bot thess dom-flummed old
fuzees are so short-ranged that the only way
you can make snre o' gittin’ it into him will be
to hold his nose till he opens his mouth, and
then poke it in.”

In spite of Job's gibes. T still think the safest
place in front of the muzzle of my gun is the
one that is the farthest off,

As I write the camp is ruddy with fires glow-
ing under the kettles where the rutions are
being cooked for to-morrow, and the ehill
night nir is odorous with the smells of boiling
meat, potatoes and beans.  All along the lines
of tents the Sergeants are enlling for this one
and that one to come up and get his rations of
bread, coifee, sugar and salt,

It ia all so different from what T supposed
was done by men on the ove of battle, Itnever
occurred to me that bread and meat played so
important a part in making war, 1 sappose I
ought to have known that soldiers must eat,
and that they were not fed by ravens or
gathered munna as they march along.

A few around me are writing what may be
their last letters home
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VOLUNTEER CAVALRY.
The First C.:-.'.j;;lr;:. I; fle at Kelly’s
Ford, Va,

ENEMY

Troops

THE CHARGES.

Averell's Stand Flrm

and the Rebels Go to Pieces.

-

| McCLELLAN'S

MISTAKES.

As Usual, We were Fighting

a Phantom Army.

BY MAJ. FRANK W. HESS U. A ARMTY,

IL
FTER » short delay,
in which his front
was cleared of the
wounded of both
sides and his regi-
ments formed again,
Gen. Averell moved
forward his whele
command, and seon
met the fire from
Lee’s battery of four
guns These guns
were well served, and
their projectiles were
very annoying., Fir-
ing sometimes st a

single squadron ad-

A strong hope in my | Vancing, they very frequently knocked ous

heart tolls me that this will not be my last, bot | a horse or man.

that I shall write yon to-morrow evening that
I have passed through the ordeal safely. God
grant that I may !
Your loving son,
[ To be eontinued}

TrACY,
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For Tue NarTioxAL Trippxe
TOUCHING ELBOWS.

BY T. C. HARBAUGH, CASSTOWN, O,

Come, let us elbaws Lo
Wa tonched tliem T T

Where, ‘mid the batt's's fire and smoke,
We met the valinnt foe

h again,

The hearts that beat hehind the bloe
The bugle stirs no more :

No longer sounds an army's tread
Along Potomac's shore,

The eannon’s roar has dled away,
O'er many & comrade's breast,

Amid the blossoms of the South,
A wren hath built her nest,

Aund where we stood smid the strife
Upon Antietnm’s day,

With laugh, and song and sparkling eyes
The clhiildren come and play.

I 2eem to hear the Sergeant eall
Thg woll-rerssmbored roll,

And many a ** Here|* gloag the line
Revivifles mv soul.

But thers ure some who answer not,
They sleep in shade of pine:

Beneath the balmy Southern sky
They camp, old comrade mine.

Ont of the dim and distant Past
Old comrades seem to come ;

They march ngain, as long ngo,
Behind the rattling dram.,

In comradeship their elbows :chh'
Methinks I hear their troad,

Although we find their names upon
The long roll of the dead.

In memory we stand agnin
Under the spreading pinea,

Right in our front, in war's ATTAY,
The foeman's serried lines

The grass is green beneath onr feot,
The skies o'erhend are faie

Aud nll at once the cinnoen boom,
And " Forward ! ' smiles the sir.

But nevermore, old eomende mine,
Will we together march =

No more will we touch elbows "'nesth
God's star-bespangled arch

But untll, at His trumpel’s eall,
Our spirits find release,

Thoey'll see us tonching elbows 'mong
The bloowing felds of peace,

And when at last we're mustered out
And aleeplog side by side,

The children with carth’s fuirest flowers
Will strew our graves with pride.

Yes, we will sleep beneatl the stars,
And ‘neath the feagrant mold,

Two comrades touching elbows atdll,

As sweolly as of old,

THE ADVANCE FROM THE FoORD.

Bignalllng 125 Milea.

Lieutonant Wittenmeyer mado the greatest
achiovement in heliographing yet accom plished
on May 18, during practice in the Department
of Arizons. He succeeded in sending a mes-
sage by a signal flash 125 wmiles, from Mount
Reno, near Fort MeDowell, to Mount Graham,
near Fort Grant, where it was received by
Capt. Murray, who, by turning his Iustrameut,
flashed the message to Fort Huachouca, s dis-
tance of 90 miles, making a total distance of
215 miles with a single intervening station,
The longest distance ever before made with &
signal flash is said to be about 70 miles.

-

A @irand Scheme,
[The Epoch.]
“ B?t you are too poor, you say, to support &
wife.
“You do not understand me, Ethel, Of course
weo cannot marry right away. First yon muost
marry Mr. Cresus, then get a divorce snd we

The firing from our own hattery was dis-
couraging, as the ammaunition was of very
poor quality and the fuses thoroughly une
reliable.  Prisoners captured in the last
charge informed us that Stusrt himself
witlr his Chief of Artillery, was on the field,
and from this we had reason to believe that
more thau Fitz Lee's Brigade would soon be
before us. It afterwards transpired thas
Stuart and Pelham were accidentally there,
Unfortunately for the artillery of the Con~
federacy, the brave Pelham did not leave
the field alive.

As we advanced it was diseovered that their
cavalry had been formed in line on both sides
of their battery, and their sharpshooters open-
ed on us again with effect. It was now found
neecesaary by Gen. Averell to extend his line
farther to the left, and to this part of it was
sent the 5th U. S. Cav,, antil this time heid
in reserve,

The enemy’s front was again masked by
his sharpshooters, deployed in a heavy line,
and they soon commenced advaneing and
firing rapidly, while his battery of four guns
seemed to redouble its energies Under
cover of this be was seen moving forward
his main line, and preparing for s charge
with a very large part of his command. Qur
whole front at this time was assailable at any
point by a charge, and as the enemy's long
lines moved forward all felt that the greas
struggle of the day was about to commence,

HE LED OFF WITH HIS LEFT WING,
heading for the center of our right wing,
and at & gentle trot swept down a slope at
the foot of which ran a stream that now
separated ns, Crossing this and forming
again, he pressed forward, directing his course
on the three squadrons of the 3d Pa Cav,
which had been posted cn the outer edge of
a small wood.

The fields in front of these squadrons,
through which the charging column was
now coming, were heavy, and the horses were
sinking from hoof to fetiock deep, and the
whole Unioa line halted to await the sttack.
In the squadrons of the 34 Pa. the front
rank had advanced carbines, and the rear
rank had drawn their sibers. The men
were caationed to reserve their fire, and
await the near approach of the enemy thas
it might be more eifective. On came the
Counfederates, but the soit ground, a scatter-

can live ever after on the alimony."”

>

/

ing fire from some squadroas of the 16th Pa.,
which [ think was on the right of the 3d,
and the steadiness of the troops in their
front, who stood like a wall, all contributed
to destroy the vim and enthusiasm of this
charge.

Before arriving within a hundred yards of
its objective, the charging columa had lost
its momentam, and commenced sifting to
pieces. More than half had balted, or were
proceeding in a half-hearted soct of way, and
a few ounly of the most daring spirits, on the
best horses, arrived within from 25 to 50
yards of the objective. Now it was that the
volleys from the front rank of the 3d were
given with terrible eflfect, and of which, says
the Richmond Whig, in an issue of a fow daye
after the event, “There were men in our




